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Recession  Issue 


This  is  the  giant  B-52.  Advanced  as  it  may  be,  this  airplane  has  one  thing  in  common  with  the  first  war-galleys  of 
ancient  Egypt  ...  it  is  equally  obsolete.  That’s  precisely  the  trouble  with  this  technological  advancement — we  spend 
millions  of  the  taxpayers'  dollars  on  these  things  and  they're  antiquated  before  the  rivets  are  cold!  However,  we  of 
the  Air  Force  can  still  realize  some  of  our  investment  by  selling  this  expensive  junk  at  laughably  low  prices. 

For  certain  young  nations  this  presents  a career  of  real  opportunity.  Here,  perhaps  you  will  have  a chance  to 
master  a situation  full  of  meaning,  excitement  and  prestige  ...  as  an  intercontinental  nuclear  power  in  obsolescent 
L'.S.  Air  Corps  bombers!  Now  that  all  you  miserable  inconsequential  cruddy  little  countries  like  Israel  (You  going  to 
take  that  lying  down,  Col.  Nasser?),  France,  Great  Britain,  Cuba,  etc.  etc.  etc.  are  getting  atomic  weapons  you  feel 
a certain  amount  of  justifiable  pride  in  joining  the  Nuclear  Club.  But  how  are  you  guys  going  to  drop  all  that  Hell? 
Bet  you  hadn’t  thought  about  that.  You  have  no  I.C.B.M.’s — yet — and  you  have  no  intercontinental  bombers,  so  all  you 
can  do  is  sit  on  the  damn  things. 

It’s  not  fun  unless  you’re  dropping  them  on  people.  That’s  the  whole  object  of  the  game,  after  all;  and  we  are 
now  offering  for  sale  thousands  of  our  old — but  still  serviceable — intercontinental  bombers  so  everyone  can  start  get- 
ting the  most  out  of  his  bombs  by  dropping  them — Probably  on  us.  To  qualify  for  our  latest  give  away  program 
you  must  simply  display  a sincere  interest  in  destroying  Mankind. 

So  all  you  Premiers,  Defense  Ministers,  and  interested  citizens  get  busy!  Write  now  to  the  U.S.  Air  Force, 
Pentagon  Building,  Washington,  D.C.  Inquire  about  our  "Buy  now;  slay  later"  plan.  Deliveries  F.O.B.  to  Leopoldville, 
Viet  Nam,  and  New  Orleans. 

There’s  power  for  tomorrow’s  leaders  on  the  Obsolescence  Team 

U.  Sed.  Air  Force 
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As  we  were  saying  before  w'e  were 
over  powered,  the  trend  of  Ya-Hoo 
has  been  to  deny  the  actuality  of  sex. 
We  have  alluded  to  it,  but  seldom 
recognized  it,  preferring  to  practice 
and  not  preach.  Our  action,  however, 
has  led  administration  officials  to  ac- 
cept this  pose  as  the  norm  for  stu- 
dents seeking  an  education.  For  this, 
we  apologize,  and  promise  to  turn  our 
thoughts  more  to  the  interrelationship 
of  sex  and  education,  than  to  the 
subtleties  of  political  brainwashing 
sponsored  by  a Liberal  Arts  educa- 
tion. 

* * * 

In  this  vein,  we  pass  on  this  Coed 
pledge  that  reportedly  hangs  in  one 
of  our  residential  establishments: 

"Children  should  be  seen  and  not 
had.” 

* * * 

A rash  of  books  concerning  various 
political  subjects  has  been  issued  since 
November.  Barry  Goldwater  is  con- 
templating a new  one.  He  wasn’t 
satisfied  with  Conscience  of  a Conser- 
vative, feeling  that  his  ideas  were  not 
given  the  precise  amount  of  em- 
phasis. The  tentative  title  for  his  new 
book  is  Conscience  of  a Preservative. 


A vote  for  Tex  is  a vote  for  good 
humor. 


We  understand  that  the  famous 
letter  whose  contents  were  supposed 
to  be  revealed  in  I960,  was  finally 
slipped  open  last  month  during  a mo- 
ment of  frenzied  curiosity.  All  it  said 
was,  "Congratulations,  Jack.” 

* * * 

Someone  who  attended  the  meeting 
of  the  Committee  to  select  "Who’s 
Who  On  Campus”  reports  the  follow- 
ing conversation.  (Only  one  side  of 
the  conversation  is  given  to  protect 
the  innocent.) 

"Jim,  you’ve  had  your  hand  up  for 
quite  a while.  What  have  you  got  to 
add  to  the  situation?" 


you 


You  want  to  what?" 


"Well,  go  ahead.  You  don’t  have 
to  ask  permission.” 


You  want  someone  to  go  with 
y 


You’ve  always  had  someone  to  go 
with  you?  What  do  you  do  when  no 
one  is  home  in  your  fraternity?” 


The  Housemother  goes  with 


you 


i ?’• 


Well,  can  you  hang  on,  and  we  ll 
bring  it  up  under  special  business.” 
Problems,  Problems,  Problems! 


We  understand  that  1600  Pennsyl- 
vania Avenue  has  received  letters  ad- 
dressed to  "John  XXIV,”  Washing- 
ton, D.C. 

* * * 

Since  we  are  very  interested  in  the 
workings  of  the  Student  Senate,  we 
occasionally  read  their  reports.  We 
found  this  gem  in  the  Services  Com- 
mittee Report  for  November: 

"Since  many  of  the  women  em- 
ployees at  the  various  dining  halls 
were  not  wearing  hair  nets,  and  since 
this  was  thought  to  be  a violation  of 
a state  law,  the  Commons  was  re- 
quested to  please  net  the  girls.  It 
seems,  however,  that  there  is  no  state 
law  with  this  in  mind.  The  girls  will 
be  asked  by  the  officials,  however,  to 
come  to  work  duly  trussed.” 

You  think  you're  balled  up! 

* * * 

One  of  our  more  anti-clerical  edi- 
tors recently  formulated  a definition 
for  the  Eucharist  (or  the  Communion) 
which  calls  it  "that  old  game  of  swal- 
low the  leader". 

* * * 

Lest  we  all  be  accused  of  being 
anti-clerical,  we  submit  the  following 
epitaph  from  a local  cemetery: 

"Here  lies  an  atheist, 

All  dressed  up  with  no  place  to  go.” 
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Riddle  of  the  month:  Why  is  a 
certain  Fraternity  Senator  like  the 
Platte  River?  Answer:  They  are  both 
six  inches  deep,  and  six  miles  wide 
at  the  mouth. 

* * * 

To  disprove  the  allegation  C-Y  = 
No  humor,  we  submit  the  following 
items  from  the  sign-up  sheet  for  the 
Student  Union  Arts  and  Music  Com- 
mittee— a group  concerned  with  stu- 
dent talent. 

NAME  TALENT 

J.  F.  Kennedy  Juggling 

J.  Kasavubu  Tight  rope  walking 

Melvin  Kosnofski 

Lemon  rind  chewing 
John  Volstead  Chugalugging 

Patrice  Lumumba  Playing  dead 

We  want  you,  Melvin. 

* * * 

is  is  one  of  the  few  campuses 
that  still  prefers  having  your  goose 
cooked  to  having  your  cook  goosed. 

* * * 

A short  while  back  we  received  a 
letter  from  the  ruler  of  the  second 
smallest  independent  state  in  the 
world.  Although  it  was  written  in 
faultless  Italian,  we  were  able  to 
realize  that  it  concerned  some  photo- 
graph we  did  or  did  not  print  some 
months  back.  The  part  we  did  not 
understand  was  the  sentence  that  said 
our  publication  had  received  the  "Im- 
primatur”. 

* * * 

I understand  that  the  Bird  Watch- 
ers’ Society  in  East  Boston  are  trying 
to  have  airplanes  declared  illegal. 

* * * 

other  gem  from  the  Senate  Re- 
ports was,  "Four  years  ago  a tem- 
porary pole  was  erected  in  front  of 
the  Library.  It  has  now  been  re- 

moved.” 

There’s  progress  for  you! 

* * * 

Isn’t  it  about  time  we  had  a woman 
for  a Dean  ? 


LOST  and  FOUND  DEPARTMENT 

Lost — In  the  vicinity  of  Political  Hill, 
a scapegoat  affectionately 
known  as  Sherman  Adams. 
Don’t  be  the  first  to  find  him 
for  he  suffers  from  contagious 
ostracism. 

Found — -Wednesday  night,  after  the 
Board  of  Trustee’s  meeting, 
a book  entitled  McCarthy- 
ism,  A Way  of  Life. 

Lost — En  route  from  Michigan,  a 
University  President.  Last  seen 
sporting  a smile  and  glasses. 
Sentimental  value  attached. 

Found — In  South  College  on  the  sec- 
ond floor — a young-looking 
man  wandering  aimlessly  in 
the  shadow  of  indecision. 
Bears  striking  resemblance  to 
Judge  Crater  who  has  been 
reported  missing. 

Lost — An  election. 

Found — A brother  symbol. 


Mary  has  a little  car; 

She  drives  it  very  brisk. 

Mary  doesn’t  care  you  know; 
She  only  has  her  *. 


. . . She  loves  me;  she  loves 
me  not  . . . 


KIM  TOY 

Chinese 
Food  . . . 

Is  Good  For 
You 


College  Town 
Service  Center 

. . . Come  in  and 
gas 
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METAWAMPE  AS  ECONOMIC  MAN 
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Meanwhile , Back  At . . 


The  meeting  of  Sigma  Theta  Alpha 
fraternity  is  just  being  called  to  order. 
"OK,  guys,  tonight  we  gotta  vote  on 
a bunch  of  da  pledges  but  first  let’s 
have  Harr}',  the  House  Chaplain,  read 
the  invocation  . . 

"Blessed  be  Willie  Mockingbird, 
our  prophet  crying  in  the  desert. 
Blessed  be  Bill  Starknaked,  big  daddy 
of  us  all  and  hope  of  the  world." 

The  house  president  resumes  his 
podium.  "Before  we  get  to  da  pledges, 
I got  some  announcements  to  make. 
First,  later  I want  to  see  the  guy  who 
stood  up  at  the  question  and  answer 
part  of  the  convocation  yesterday  and 
asked  Eleanor  Rosebelt  when  she  was 
going  to  start  wearing  braces  on  her 
teeth.  Also,  Bill — I know  as  Social 
Chairman  you’re  supposed  to  take  care 
of  announcing  ’pinnings’  in  the  Colle- 
gian, but  never  mind  inventing  them 
up  when  you  ain’t  got  dem.  Didn’t 
you  put  in  that  bit  about  Carmen 
Wendel  from  SEA  gettin’  pinned  to 
the  fat  broad  behind  the  lobby  count- 
er? How  many  times  do  I gotta  tell 
you  guys  not  to  aggravate  the  other 
fraternities  . . . especially  that  par- 
ticular house.  ’Member  what  they  did 
to  retaliate  the  last  time?  . . . Poor 
little  Mrs.  Crouse — sure  was  a good 
little  housemother.  That  reminds  me, 
Howie,  as  Secretary,  I want  you  to 
write  a note  to  da  guys  at  SEA  and 
tell  ’em  we  want  dem  to  return  Mrs. 
Crouse’s  wheel  chair.  I figure  we  can 
use  the  wheels  for  the  chariot  races 
next  week.” 

"And,  even  though  he  isn’t  here  to- 
night, I want  you  guys  to  notice  the 
bulletin  board  and  see  that  Frankie 
got  the  "Brother  of  the  Week” 
award.  He  got  da  honor  for  his  DJ 
show  on  WMUA  last  week  when  he 
dedicated  "The  Lady  Is  A Tramp"  to 
the  Dean  of  Women.  So,  I want  all 
you  guys  to  congratulate  him  when 
he  comes  back  next  semester.  Also,  I 
caught  a couple  guys  wearing  white 


shirts  the  other  day.  Whadiya  think 
you  ares  . . . Teta  Chi’s?  You  know 
da  rules  . . . after  Pledge  Chapel  every 
pledge  burns  all  his  white  shirts  and 
is  given,  compliments  of  the  house, 
10  sweat  shirts  and  5 ’property  of’s’ 
which  he  wears  till  graduation  or  till 
he  makes  Adelphia.  Then,  he’s  given 
a maroon  ’property.’  Just  a note  of 
encouragement  . . . with  this  week 
we  now  hold  the  campus  record  for 
457  weeks  without  a bedsheet  in  the 
house  being  changed.” 

"'Right  now  let’s  get  to  da  rushies. 
First  name  on  da  list  of  Michael 
Angelo.  Whadiya  say,  guys?” 

"Wit’  all  dose  machines  and  planes 
he  is  always  building  he’d  be  great 
for  da  float  next  year!”  . . ."Didya 
hear  he  got  trown  outa  Baker  last 
week  for  paintin’  a picture  of  the 
house  mother  on  the  ceiling  of  the 
lobby?”  . . . "Dat’s  nutin.  You  should 
see  the  statue  of  da  Dean  in  the  john 
over  in  da  Union.” 

"OK,  guys.  Next  name  on  da  list 
is  Auvie  Faubus.  He’s  a fre  . . 

"Skip  him!  I heard  he’s  rushin' 
Ptep.” 

"Da  next  name  is  da  only  guy  who 
rushed  us  who  can  really  lend  some 
maturity  to  the  house  . . . mainly  be- 
cause he’s  bald.  ’S  name  is  Addie 
Eickman.” 

"Naw!  Pi  is  rushing  him  . . . they 
want  him  for  pledge  trainer  next 
year.” 

"OK,  and  da  last  guy  is  Johnnie 
Letterlee  . . . ? Anyone  ever  see  da 
kid  after  da  first  night?” 

"Nope.”  . . . "What’s  he  do  on 
campus?”  . . . "Sumbody  said  he 
helps  exchange  underwear  in  the  lock- 
er room.”  . . . "Forget  ’im!” 

"Thanks,  fellas,  for  givin’  your 
time.  Oops,  one  more  thing.  You 
probably  read  where  the  Union  loses 
about  $12,000  because  of  thefts  every 
year.  Well,  Willie  Mockingbird  and 
a few  of  da  guys  from  IFC  decided 


to  sponsor  a fund  drive  to  push  them 
over  their  quota  for  the  year  . . . 
kinda  like  a Red  Feather  drive. 
There’ll  be  inter-fraternity  competi- 
tion to  see  who  can  get  the  most. 
But  da  rules  stipulate  that  we  gotta 
return  all  dat  we  stole  so  far  and 
start  from  scratch  when  the  drive 
opens  tomorrow  at  8.  So,  Tony,  you 
bring  back  the  two  barber  chairs  in 
the  morning,  I’ll  return  the  draperies 
to  the  Union  lobby,  Chuck — you  re- 
turn Larry  Rayner,  and  Harry — you’ll 
just  have  to  return  the  three 
chaplains.” 


A small  head  bobbed  over  the 
wall,  and  a meek  voice  said,  "Please 
Mrs.  Brown,  may  I have  my  arrow 
back?” 

"Why  certainly.  Where  is  it?” 

"I  think  it's  stuck  in  your  cat." 


HASTINGS  — 

By  appointment , 
purveyors  of  fine 
paper  to  the  staff 
of  YAHOO . 
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Not  Much  Ado  About. . . 


Dramatis  Personae 
Mathou,  son  of  Jason 

Mutt  Zoomick 
Francais,  son  of  Lady  Bugg 
Lady  Bugg,  mother  of  Francais 

Key  of  Maroon 
Falstaff,  father  of  Francais 

Bridget,  trollop 

Clowns,  various  depts. 

Wedgehead,  s.o.b. 

Bookies,  Scrolls,  Idiots, 
Grad  Students,  Creeps 

The  Scene:  Amherst 

The  front  steps  of  the  Union  of 
Students  Building,  two  new  students 
are  idly  sipping  ale  (pre-prohibition 
days)  and  ogling  each  passing  wench. 

Mathou.  This  ale  from  the  Hatch 
is  old  and  flat. 

Francais.  Yea,  but  the  coffee  they 
have  is  worse  than  that,  ’tis  bitter  and 
mixed  with  crud,  tastes  like  hell  looks 
like  mud. 

Enter  Falstaff,  upperclassman 

Falstaff.  What  ho ! How  goes  it 
cats  ? 

Math.  Not  bad  man,  and  you  Fats? 

Fal.  You  churls  look  smitten,  lost 
lambs  without  hope, 

Fran.  So  be  it.  Pray  Sir,  grant  some 
inside  dope. 

Fal.  Just  ask  my  boy  forsooth  I'll 
understand. 

Math.  Like  what  do  ya  do  for 
laughs  around  here  man? 

Fal.  That  ale  thou  hath  is  a friend 
good  and  true,  the  favourite  pastime 
here  at  the  U. 

Math.  My  interruption  I pray  is  not 
rash  but  what  paper  tis  that  in  yon 
barrel  of  trash? 

Fal.  Ah,  would  I could  call  the 
Collegian  a great  policy  shaper,  but 
in  truth  tis  not  e’en  good  toilet  paper. 

Fran.  My  stomach  roars,  how  is  the 
chow? 

Fal.  Twill  make  a new  man  of  you 
somehow.  I weighed  250  when  I en- 
tered then  zounds!  Two  months  later 
I'd  lost  ninety  pounds.  Would  I’d 
have  starved  before  I saw  three  but 
mother  sent  Care  Packages  to  me. 

Enter  Mutt  Zoomick 

Mutt.  Alone  deserted,  followers 
part  in  flocks,  I come  in  search  of 


some  more  jocks.  When  I was  win- 
ning twas  a happy  rut  but  then  I lost 
to  Connecticut. 

Math.  Like  man,  my  sports  are 
drinking,  wenching  and  dice.  I care 
not  for  yet  another  vice. 

(Exeunt  Mutt  with  a flourish,  enter 
Bridget  a coed) 

Math.  What  ho  fair  maid  mine  eyes 
do  applaud.  Thou  art  a sharp  looking 
broad. 

Brid.  Get  thee  lost  that  cheap  stuff 
won't  work.  I go  with  an  Amherst 
College  jerk. 

Fal.  Yea,  she  goes  down  to  meet 
him,  she  drives  his  Jaguar  but  ist  so 
inconvenient  in  a sports  car. 

(Exeunt  Bridget  with  a wiggle) 

Fal.  Ah,  such  an  unfortunate  girl, 
e’en  her  peroxide  hair  refuses  to  curl. 
Her  fortunes  are  drifting  out  with  the 
tide  just  last  week  her  Living  Bra 
died. 

Fran.  If  I might  make  this  declara- 
tion, methinks  it  twas  of  starvation. 

Fal.  Fare  thee  well,  another  scene 
I must  make,  at  the  Village  Inn  once 
called  the  Drake. 

(enter  a Key  of  Maroon) 

Key.  What  ho!  Where  are  thy 
beanies  good  chaps? 

Math.  Something  wrong  chief?  Art 
sick  perhaps? 

Key.  What!  Know  me  not,  a key 
of  Maroon  ? Best  I wise  you  studs  up 
soon. 

Fran,  (above)  Nuts  is  he,  thinkest 
that  he  is  a key,  best  we  humour  him 
and  see. 

Math.  Yea,  a key  of  Maroon  art 
thee  and  big  red  steamshovels  are  we. 

Key.  Thou  have  heads  of  mutton. 
If  hadst  thy  beanies  I’d  command  a 
button. 

Fran.  Didst  say  to  a button  he’d 
transform  us?  Must  think  he’s  a 
wizard,  a fairy  or  thus. 

(exeunt  Key  into  S.U.) 

Math.  Let’s  follow  him  and  see 
what  strange  door  opes  that  key. 

Fran.  Hark!  He  turns  to  the  lelt 
and  the  left  once  again,  he  enters  the 
room  reserved  just  for  men. 

Math.  At  this  dank  hole  dark  bod- 
ings  I fear.  Let’s  get  the  hell  out  of 
here ! 

(flourish,  exeunt  and  all  that  jazz) 


Louis’  Foods 
for  your 
Lenten  Meals 
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CO-ED 

CORNER 

OUR  GIRLS 

(Tune:  The  Girl  That  l Marry) 

The  girl  that  we  honor  will  have  to 
see 

The  path  of  good  living  to  chastity. 
The  girl  we  call  our  own 
Wants  graces  not  chases, 

And  goes  it  alone. 

A bag  of  grey  muslin  will  drape  her 
form 

She’ll  live  by  the  standard  that  we 
conform. 

Not  only  fern-brain, 

We  want  membrane; 

And  we’re  damned  if  we’ll  lose  to  a 
dim-brain. 

Athletic  and  hairy 

The  girl  that  we  carry  must  be. 


HAMILTON  I.  NEWELL,  INC. 


can  print  anything. . . 


. . . he  prints  YAHOO,  doesn’t  he? 
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YA  HOO  DEBEARDS 


FAMOUS  TIPPLER 


KEATS 


on  Russell’s: 


"Oh  for  a Draught  of  Vintage 
that  hath  been  cooled  a long  age 
in  the  deep-delved  earth.” 

Immorality  Ode 


BYRON 


on  Life  Savers: 


Give  away  thy  breath!” 

From  My  36  th  Year , line  36 


Still  only  5' 
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For  the  love  of  God , Montressor ! 


Not  this:  a student  who  This:  perspicacious  . . . 

drowses  over  books  no  matter  sharp!  NoDoz  keeps  you 

how  much  sleep  he  gets.  awake  and  alert— safely  I 


If  you  sometimes  find  studying  soporific  (and  who 
doesn’t?),  the  word  to  remember  is  NoDoz.®  NoDoz 
perks  you  up  in  minutes,  with  the  same  safe  awakener 
found  in  coffee  or  tea.  Yet  NoDoz  is  faster,  handier,  more 
reliable.  Absolutely  non-habit-forming,  NoDoz  is  sold 
everywhere  without  prescrip- 
tion. So,  to  keep  perspica- 
cious during  study  and 
exams — and  while  driving, 
too — always  keep  NoDoz  in 
proximity. 

Tha  sale  stay  awake  tablet — available  everywhere.  Another  tine  product  ol  Grove  laboratories. 


Clothing  for  Every  Occasion 


Like , Man, 


CLIFF  ALLEN’S 


. . . it’s  the 

SCALP  SHOP 


• menthol  fresh 
rich  tobacco  taste 
• modern  filter,  too 

^ every  time  you  smoke.  Just  as  a perfect  day  in  May  gives 
you  both  bright  sunshine  and  cool  shade,  so  a Salem  gives  you  both  rich  tobacco  to  taste  and 
cool  softness  to  refresh  you.  Salem’s  special  High  Porosity  paper  "air-softens"  every  puff. 
Try  Salem.  It’s  the  rich-tasting  smoke  with  springtime  softness.  Salem  refreshes  your  taste. 

Created  by  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company 


